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rommunlsts have given all our lives, all our blood, drop by
irop in the service of the working class and the oppressed
peasants. We are used to looking death right in the eyes,
ifou can kill me. . . /'
" We've heard enough ! " " Let him finish ! " Conflicting
pouts arose.
"... kill me, but I repeat: Come to your senses. Now
s not the time to hold meetings, you ought to be marching
igainst the Whites."
He swept his eyes over the half-silenced crowd of soldiers,
md noticed Voronovsky, the commander of the regiment,
standing a little way off, smiling forcedly and whispering
-O a Red Army soldier at his side.
" Your regimental commander . . ." Stockman shouted,
stretching out his hand and pointing to Voronovsky. But
:he officer put his hand to his mouth and whispered some-
:hing to the man standing beside him, and before Stockman
:ould finish his sentence a shot rang out in the humid air
:>f the rainy April day. Stockman clutched at his breast
md fell to his knees ; his bare, iron-grey head was lost to
sight. But he jumped to his feet again and stood swaying.
" Osip Davidovich ! " Ivan groaned as he saw Stockman
rise. He started to fight his way towards him, but the
men around him seized him by the arm and muttered :
" Shut up !   Give up your rifle, you swine ! "
They disarmed him, went through his pockets and led
him off the square. The other communists were at once
hunted down and disarmed also. In a side street close to a
merchant's house there were five or six shots as they killed a
Eommunist machine-gunner who refused to surrender his gun,
Meantime Stockman, choking violently, his face white as
chalk, his lips frothing with rosy blood, stood swaying on
the table. With the last effort of his will, the last remnants
of his strength, he managed to shout:
** They have tricked you. The traitors . . . they're earning
their own pardon and new officers' positions. . , . But
communism will live. . . . Comrades . . . come to ... your
senses. ..."
Again the soldier standing beside Voronovsky threw his
rifle to his shoulder. The second bullet sent Stockman
down headlong from the table under the soldiers* feet. A
Serdobsky soldier jumped on to the table and roared: